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One of the things one greatly misses voyaging
with Americans across the Atlantic and the Pacific
is the early morning life of bare feet and rolled-up
sleeves one gets on board an English ship and which
after a night passed in a stuffy cabin braces one up
so wonderfully for the day. I missed it all the more
on this voyage, for my cabin was an inside one and
badly ventilated besides. I bravely struggled to
create the life for myself and went up in my pyjamas,
but I had to beat an ignominious retreat before I had
taken a round or two, for though it was barely six
when I stepped on deck there were already men and
women strolling up and down, dressed and ready
for breakfast. What with reading and writing,
games and entertainments we had on deck and what
with watching the medley crowd of men and women
and looking into the deep-blue lustrous eyes of my
one particular woman, the two weeks and a half that
we were on the Pacific passed off pleasantly enough
in active idleness, and the long-cherished and fondly-
pictured morning at last broke when I was to get the
first glimpse of the Land of the Rising Sun. But it
was such a cheerless, sunless morning with so much
of fog and rain that if some evil power had taken
into its head to bring that grandiose name of the
island-empire into disrepute it could not have found
a morning better suited to its purpose than that.
As the fog lifted here and there, we got fitful glimpses
of tossing fishing-boats and grey bare rocks sparsely
covered with vegetation. That was all that we could
see that morning of that fabled land of colour and
laughter, and over the gay picture my imagination